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This thesis shows ways in which art is not only a
function of the artist's personal growth, but also that
personal growth is a stimulus to artistic expression. The
comments about art and the artist are closely related to
similar events in the lives of most people everywhere.
What makes the artist and his artistic expression a special
case is the artist's endowment as a feeling person gifted
with the capacity for self-expression in form, color, style
and texture.
Early in life I learned that both people and nature
continually change. These concepts, which were hardly
"concepts"
when I was a young child, helped me to cope with
problems that are common to us all and to grow in my own
way as an individual trying to use my capacities and gifts
toward solving these problems. Most of them seem to me
questions related to the freedom of the individual. Without
freedom, we cannot be ourselves. We cannot use our special
gifts. We cannot function as we were intended to function.
It is art and artistic expression that has helped
me toward developing the freedom of thought, feeling and
action that seem essential to my healthy functioning as a
human being. Art has taught me that we cannot separate
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ourselves from our fellowman, from nature nor from the
workings of the universe. We are not separate individuals
apart from all else. We cannot develop or expand our
personality in a vacuum. Rather we have much in common
with our fellowman. We all have roots--a human heritage.
The thesis is a jumping off place for me in
interpreting my art to myself as an artist, and the thesis
is my own commentary in both words and art forms on my own
life as I see it here and now. There is pre-natal life,
and it well may influence everything that follows.
From
this perspective, I see life as preceding one's birth
as a
human being. The pre-birth life includes many influences
that affect us all, such as love, hate, discomfort and
malnutrition.
To clarify my development through art,
I must step
backward in time. I recall an article written by Albert
Rosenfeld in the Saturday Review. He says we are a
child-
centered society. He points out that before birth many
factors made up our
beginnings on earth. He questions how
much is decided for us "irrevocably and forever, before we
are on hand to be
consulted."
Factors such as environment,
parents'
reactions to love, hate, quarrels, the use of drugs
and alcohol during pregnancy, and the
nutrients supplied to
the embryo are all capable
of influencing certain qualities
of life when the embryo
becomes a born baby. Pre-natal
influences set the stage for
post-birth growth, but they do
not necessarily
limit or expand that growth. Much depends
on the feelings , thoughts and life experiences of the
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growing person.
In my case, having been born into an unstable home
of dubious heritage, and having lived a far more chaotic
life than many, I find that my art work and my teaching
was erratic and unpredictable over the years. During the
past seven years, or since my introduction to fiber
sculptural constructions
,
a definite evolution and freeing
of artistic expression has come about. Early my construc
tions were narrow, entangled, stark, diffuse and some people
experienced them negatively. They were unimaginative and
severed. I feel in looking back that they were a way of
hiding my feelings. They were chained. The current con
structions are in keeping with my having achieved a healthy
adjustment to living--unchained . All of this represents
in part my own emotional confusion that grew out of the
many years of struggle for inner and outer
freedom. I had
not felt free to express in art or in any other way what
I truly felt. Partly, I think, because of fear
of criti
cism and the fear that someone would
"discover"
me and the
truth of my confusion. My experiencing freedom of expression
is evident in my recent fiber sculptural constructions.
The thesis includes a series of photographs of my
constructions over a period of seven years. The slides,
^"Albert Rosenfeld, "Who Says We're a Child Centered
Society?", Saturday Review,
August 1976, pp. 8-9.
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presented with commentary, seem to me to show the process
of my growth as an artist. They illustrate movement from
the simple to the complex and back again to the simple.
They and the text show ways in which the artist in me
reflected being chained and bound by feelings within himself
and by circumstances , and then a gradual freeing so that he
can express his thoughts, feelings and emotions in the free
use of color, texture, form, movement and in art form actions
that are, at one and the same time, both ends in themselves
and new beginnings .
CHAINED
I was cultivated in bad soil. Like a tree that
has the potential of healthy fruit when it is placed in
bad soil it tries to struggle to be free and to grow.
Those same ideas and feelings were the way in which I
started my performance here on earth. I was a good tree;
I was a good embryo; I was a good cell, and yet I was
in bad ground. The bad ground was my birth into a very
unstable family, my early development of a disease which
was to leave me physically different, and my very young
institutional life where I had to grow and fantasize by
myself. Some things were good and some things were bad
about my fantasies. But I knew that I had to hold on to
something, someplace, somewhere. I knew that I had to
have inner strength to meet the chaotic world that was
around me. People were giving me no answers, and there was
no answers to anything that I had to solve.
I did realize at a very young age I had potentials.
I used to dream and think alot while laying in the institu
tion. I thought about the trees and the flowers and the
mountains that I saw before me. They were my friends, my
closest friends. I would watch the pine trees which were
all around me sway and sway in the wind. I would hear them
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talking. When the wind would rustle through the trees,
I would hear a very soft murmur, and I would pretend they
were talking to me . I would pretend that they were giving
me hope and feelings of love and saying to me that some
day I would be able to fly and flow in the breeze and that
I would be able to contribute good things on earth. I used
to watch the trees grow from the ground. I used to follow
their roots across the earth. They would come from above
the earth and then seep down as though they were breathing
up and down. I would watch the clouds in the sky take
different forms and different faces. I would invent all
sorts of images from the different types of clouds that
were in the sky at a particular moment. If there weren't
any clouds , I would look up into the sky and go into the
deep, deep endless infinity of blue trying to imagine what
it was like to be free .
I would say that this was the beginning of my art
work; it was probably my sketchbook for I had no pencils
to really do any kind of work. I thought that if I could
draw, that possibly I would have some sort of a diary of
ideas. Since this wasn't the case, I probably let many,
many ideas pass by. This
was probably the worst chained
reaction I could have had because I needed to explore these
ideas somehow, and to draw would probably have been a great
release to me. Nevertheless, this didn't happen so I
continued to dream, thinking about my existence. I'd
wonder who I was, and why I was here, and why I had two
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feet and two hands and a brain. It was as though I was
living outside of this casement which was my body and the
two never worked together, for the outer world seemed very
strange to me; and the inner world, the subconscious world
of myself, seemed to be the most comfortable place to live.
The outer world was people who were mistreating each other,
hating each other and thinking of ways of making people
unhappy. I found no love in there, but I knew all the time
that somehow I would make it a better world sometime and
someplace because I felt I was a part of something larger
and I felt very close to Jesus but did not know Him. But
I did know that there was something superior to me and that
it was being told through my fantasies and communication
with the trees. They were telling me to be calm, be still
and patient and that it would all work out somehow. I
believe isolation from the rest of the world is probably
the most tortured type of treatment a person can have, but
I feel that this was the beginning of my life. If I did
not have these experiences I probably would not be an
artist today for they were the foundation of my art. It
seems as though what seemed to be bad soil was good soil.
One never knows, but I did have something to conquer, the
feeling of being chained. I could work throughout my life
on being free.
After seven years in the tuberculosis institution-,
when I was twelve, I was allowed to come home again. Home
meant a place, but it seemed to be an odd word to me. It
meant a transfer from one setting to another. It was a
new world that I was going to be immersed in. Although
my parents were strangers to me, they seemed to understand
that I needed a place to create and call my own so they
turned over my father's garage to me. It was a place where
I could be myself and also project myself. Here all that
I imagined could, in a way, be real. It was my own, like
having my own sketchbook. It was a place where I could
begin to invent. I remember using old found objects like
egg crates, newspapers and wood and old bottles and all sorts
of trash that probably some other person would have discarded,
but they became my treasures. I finally had some material
things that really belonged to me, and no one else knew
what they were all about, but I did. I could place them
in any shape or form and believe that they were something
else other than just boxes. I used to play with gravity,
piling them higher and making secret compartments within
them. It seemed that I had transferred my loyalty from the
trees and the sky to the materials that I could now use in
my hands. They became very close to me , a part of me. They
talked to me just as much as the trees did before, and I
had no fear of these materials. I had no fear that I couldn't
relate to them. The most important thing was that they
didn't judge me or criticize me. They would cooperate, just
as the tree did; they would talk to me, and there was a direct
communication between us because there was no hostility.
They didn't fear me and I didn't fear them. Although the
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materials were inanimate objects, they almost became
human, and they were my friends. They also taught me,
as the trees did, to be patient and persevere. For
instance, if the materials didn't work as I thought they
should, or if they didn't look as though they were pre
paring themselves for correct shape, I would tear the
materials apart and start again. Usually I found I could
do this without getting discouraged. It was fun; it gave
me an opportunity to shape and reshape. Often I experi
mented with many old things, finding that just the experience
of making an object gave me a feeling of freedom and accom
plishment which helped me to go into something else. This
chained period I call my garage world. It was my world of
four walls where I could create and build without having
anybody criticize me. I suppose my garage was literally
a world in which I was chained. I kept the doors shut and
locked with a chain and padlock and only I had the key.
Not even my parents had a key. My garage was sacred to me.
While I was in it I did not know, much less understand, the
outside world.
The end of each day I would lock and chain the door
and drop into a different world where I simply got by. I
was uncomfortable in trying to conform to what other people
thought I should be and do. That world was not my world;
it was an outside world where I did not understand the
behavior that was expected of me or my
parents'
viewpoints.
I was to fit a certain mold, the mold of a conventional
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nature and not an artistic nature. I spent much time in
the garage creating different ideas and activities until
the outside world told me that it was no longer normal to
create in a garage. I was high school age and I was to
participate in the conventional high school activities, to
conform to certain ideas of what high school students were
to be and what adolescents were to be. This became a very
dramatic period in my life. I had to conform to what the
general middle class society wanted of their children at
that time and just generally make myself acceptable in
ordinary human relationships with other people. This was
difficult for me because no one really talked or thought
my own deep language. And so all through this period
people were strange to me, and I couldn't relate. The only
thing I could relate to throughout all of it was my art
work.
I did a great deal of drawing, painting, and
sculpturing in high school and college, but artistically
it left me indifferent. It seemed boring and unimaginative
to me . I really wanted to express myself in a different
way, but I didn't know the best way to do this. The con
ventional methods of becoming an artist were drawing and
painting and doing steel sculpture or welded sculpture or
castings. I leaned toward sculpture but I the materials
weren't for me. I did them, used various materials just
to get through school, but this gave me a feeling of being
chained and exhausted. The only emotional reaction I can
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recall came from immersing myself in the movies. Motion
picture titles and credits were shown with the curtain
closed, and I would see a transparency of it through the
curtain. The curtain was opaque, and as the movie started
it became transparent, an image on the scene that really
attracted me towards cloth. I would sit for hours watching
the movie over and over just to see the curtain flow back
and forth on the stage. Later I enjoyed backstage work
because of the feeling of the ropes dangling from up in the
loft of the theater. I'd imagine them being large gravita
tion poles to the heavy curtains. This seemed to be what
I was really searching for so. Much later I would watch
people working with fibers sculpturally in New York City.
Becoming very emotionally involved with them, I spent end
less hours investigating their materials in museums and
galleries that displayed their work. It seemed as though
I had a communication with fiber, and the medium was the
best for me to think about and to investigate. No one
around me knew much about this; I had no orientation toward
this media, but yet it fascinated me.
During this whole period I was under psychiatric
care which continued for a series of year. The personal
relationship, the first I had really experienced positively
in life, finally liberated me enough so that finally I
knew what I wanted and how to express what I felt in
materials that suited me such as fibers. My creative senses
seemed to be at a high pitch, and the energy level seemed
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to make me enthusiastic about this type of material.
When I finally came to experience fiber, I found that the
material and I had a common bond. It seemed as though we
liked each other; we had a mutual understanding. We both
found a God-given friendship. I realize that the yarn
needed to flow to have freedom, and yet it had to be
dominated at times and controlled to a point. Also it
needed its independence from me to flow in a direction
that it wanted to. I could possibly make it go in one
direction, but if the nature of the yarn was so that it had
Its own life, it would do or go in another direction to
suit its own path. If you place two different kinds of
yarns together, you find that they either work or they
don't. It's similar to people--two people in life know
instantaneoulsy if they are comfortable with each other or
if they are ill at ease, and so it was with the fiber, the
personality of the fiber. It seemed to have positive and
negative feelings just like humans, and it was life-like
to me .
In one sense I felt that the yarn was in control.
I was the manipulator and the yarn was the universe. It
was the control. It had its own personality. It did what
it was supposed to do, and I was just to manipulate it in
a certain way, but this manipulation was healthy. The yarn
would tell how or where it wanted to go. I would learn to
understand yarns and how to treat them, not to force the
material to run against its own flow, but to know the
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personality of the yarn and be able to help it in its
quest for shape. Sometimes during this process the artist
gains a clear understanding of himself through the
process.
Once this process of understanding takes form, the artist
can shape and reshape and take apart the structure so that
a trust exists between the yarn and him; this allows him
and his structure to work comfortably together. He must
respect these conditions of the materials and of the process,
for they in turn allow him to respect himself as a craftsman.
Before I learned all this, my forms were very disconnected,
chaotic and disturbing to the view; they were similar to
my drawings during this period. My two large forms, Figures
I and II, the white form and combination earth color and
white form, show this chaotic stage of unrelatedness . The
shapes were fighting each other and had little direction.
I needed at this time to gain more knowledge of
various techniques. Fortunately, I was introduced to
Francois Grosson in New York, who executes creations of
fiber sculpture. She related the possibilities of knot
formations and the advantages of this particular technique.
Her work is very structural and very large which was a
great visual sensation to me. She says about her work,
"When I first started to work with ropes in 1969, I continued
more or less in a spirit of traditional flat knotting and
weaving
techniques introducing only material of an unusually
large scale at the time. However, through continuous expe
rience in close touch with the material, I learned more and
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more about the inherent three dimensional quality of
rope. This brought me to the desire to further express
the ropes ingenious quality and led me to the sculptural
forms of my
work."2
Miss Grosson 's energy was an impetus
to me in creating my own sculpture. As I look back on my
work I can see changes growing out of my own understanding
and attitudes towards it. In all situations whether drawing
or executing fibrous sculptures, I always placed my shape
within an enclosure . The interior portion of my art was
veiled, cramped and confused. When one analyzed the forms,
they appeared to be jockeying for position, starving for
freedom of space and isolating themselves from one another.
They gave the viewer the idea of shapes trying to escape
a chained condition. My lack of color (I only used white,
gray or dark brown) was evidence of the fear of exposing
myself. At this point I could not yet be criticized.
^Francois Grosson, private interview, New York









I finally am free. I finally have opened the
doors which allow me to create freely and to relate com
fortably with my fellowman. My mind is clear and I am
able to put into words and feelings so many of the things
that I have been unable to do in the past. The words and
the feelings come through my work. The color, the forms
do not make me frightened. I am able to relax and let the
forms flow the way they would like to and have confidence
in myself that somehow, somewhere it will all work together.
I guess part of my freedom is self-confidence. I now have
the ability to allow the forms freedom to react in the way
they want to; I'm not forcing them to do what I want them
to do. Each shape has its own personality and its own bein^
I am no longer struggling with the forms. They become more
precise in nature. Now I dare to use color. I dare to
reveal the secrets of my life, which are not so bad. All
these feelings remind me of the battle that I've fought
against my fear to
express myself, and now I find that the
battle is won.
I recognize throughout my work an inner core that
is represented no matter what I do either in drawing,
painting or sculpture,
a secret portion which is like a
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blossom. It is no longer just a bud or the beginning of
something. It is here and now. It is open; it is bursting
with life and form. It is bursting with color. It is
bursting with texture. This all means that I am bursting
as an inner person into a confident human being with ideas
and strengths. Similar to what Jesus has taught us, to
create, to use our talents and not be afraid, no longer do
I feel I have to please somebody else because now I know
that Jesus has given me the strength. He is my talent and
my strength, and He is the one that will pull me through.
His confidence has made me be able to say, that now finally,
after all these years, I can create a piece of art work and
take all the criticism that might come when I know that I
have done as well as I possibly can. Being unchained is
a freedom. It is an aura, a capacity to create, and to be
honest with oneself. The feeling of no longer having to
please others. I have to please myself. I formulate my
work by developing a number of small pieces and fitting
them together. It takes a great deal of energy to strive
for a clear statement, thus creating a whole. It is similar
to nature; it must all inter-relate. I allow the universe
to do the work. I being the executor and manipulator but
the universe being the chief foreman of the shapes. I
listen closely now to my inner self. I listen to the
vibrations of what is right and wrong within my work. Once
the sculpture is working, there is a calmness that comes
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over me because I know I have made it. I know I have
achieved what I am supposed to achieve with the pieces of
work. I work endlessly to find this, but it is not frantic
anymore. It is a feeling of, "Let it have confidence, be
confident yourself ... allow it to flow... have confidence in
yourself because it will flow somehow,
someway."
If it
doesn't flow, I have the ability to reshape it, to take it
apart by making endless pieces and putting them together.
It is similar to nature. There are many blossoms, one
blossom is better than the next blossom. So I change one
shape to another shape, which reminds me that I am in tune
with nature. One blossom falls off and another blooms,
forming another shape, each taking on a different shape
different form. If you look at nature very closely, you
see that every needle on a pine tree, every blade of grass
is different, but when they are all together, they make
grass, grass, and they make trees, trees. Although each
section has its own personality, it becomes a whole as
in my work. Now there is flexibility in my art work; the
flexibility of allowing things to happen. Yet, there are
many
conclusions. I have now developed the ability to
change, the ability
to revamp and restructure.
I have chosen three techniques: crochet, wrapping
and finger weaving. Single crochet and double crochet is
enough to solve a surface. It is a visual clarity. I made
the wrapping technique
the most flexible of all techniques.
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It is the "pulling
together"
technique, pulling together
the finger weaving and the crochet. The wrapping technique
is the casement. It is like the structure in a building:
the wrapping technique represents the steel structure and
the crochet represents the plaster. The wrapping is the
main force which also gives direction to the sculptural
construction. The ending of the wrappings are looped so
that your eye is continuously falling back into the shape.
With the wrappings, I've used a knotting technique which
is simply like a reinforcement, like a bolt in a board.
It pulls the shape together. It is the stopping point for
your eye as it moves from one point to another allowing you
to ponder and investigate within those knots secret little
forms that are like blossoms that are ready to emerge. They
become the living organism; they are like the heartbeat of
the piece. They are the vein structure of a piece of work,
similar to that in humans. My work also resembles nature's
organisms. We human beings are organisms of the universe.
The fiber sculptures have all the unconscious codes of what
we are within ourselves. Finger weaving is the softest
technique that I used. It is a plain weave with a graceful
surface. It contrasts with the coarse crochet. These
processes allow the work to flow. The crochet is like the
muscle, and the
finger weaving is like the outer layer of
skin. My pieces now resemble the future. Because now the
inner core is not veiled, you can see it happening. You
can see new life always coming, day after day. Just as in
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the morning you look out in the garden and see the
flowers blooming, each day is a new surprise, a new be
ginning of a flower. As the rose opens up bigger and
bigger my work constantly is in an evolutionary motion.
It thrusts itself horizontally and vertically with a con
centration on deep crevices , secret compartments and new
beginnings inside new beginnings. This is a direct result
of my attitude about feeling unchained and the experience
of complete freedom.
The sculptural construction shown in Figure III
may best resemble the birth of an organism. It represents
a human or plant formulation; the evolutionary sequence is
the same. The use of cotton welted cord and white seamans
twine creates the illusion of a soft protective coating.
The texture and fiber of the yarns are an integral part in
the creation of an emotional impact--the feeling of gentle
loving parental care that is so important for a healthy,
strong embryo to grow. The distinguishing characteristic
between parent and fetus is brought forth by the contrast
of techniques. Plaiting and wrapping represents the
parental structure while crochet and finger weaving represent
the development of the fetus. The strong stark colored wool
identifies the surge of energy to create new life. As the
embryo develops, the colored form evokes in a circular
motion thus spilling forth into the world.
In Figure IV, I developed a structure which
represents a cocoon formation showing the development and
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emergence of an amorphic form from the discarded egg
shape. The exterior casing is made of wrapped wool coils
which were then arranged through a finger weave technique.
The outer shell breaks into sections similar to the chicken
hatching from an egg. The interior form emerges in a
gentle manner, creating the illusion of endless growth.
The form is comprised of linen, cotton and wool. The
visual effect is of flowing liquid lava. The central
portion of the unit is encompassed by bright wrapped coil
forms. The quality of the various coils is that of endless
activity. The wrapped forms changed in size and shape
allowing a dramatic effect which incites the curiosity of
the viewer. My intent was to have the viewer personally
involved in this particular sculpture. I concentrated on
the open negative space so that one could investigate the
interior, searching for various crevices and shapes which
would provoke a search for freedom. The entire work has
been created to stimulate active visual exploration and
imaginative invention. The plan for physical direction of
the construction is to represent natural organic forms
similar to plants or trees. The vertical upward and down
ward motion gives the feeling of reaching for the unchained
zenith while being securely fastened to the stable earth.
This grounding gives the feeling of attachment, stability
and confidence, while at the same time, the upward flow
evidences freedom to invent and create.
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The intuitive quality of Figure V led me to a
successful conclusion. During the evolutionary process
many changes in shapes, form and color took place. The
first radical change appeared when the intense bright
mohair and chartreuse wool fragments, using the techniques
of finger weaving, crochet and wrapping, fought for equal
attention as they were united to create a construction.
The consequence of this unity or relationship meant that
the segments became chaotic and disoriented. The procedure
to follow at this time was to submerge the fragments in a
boiling Benzel Blue Acid dye bath allowing the intensity
of hue to become more subtle. After this experimentation
there evolved a kind of kinship and workable relationship
between the fiber and my artistic motives.
The piece had three important disc shapes which
became the dominate force. The construction was held
together with steel armatures covered with double crochet
stitches. Each disc represented three major areas of
freedom, confidence, security and clarity. The compatability
was like that of a family relationship. The interior dark
blue gives an aura of serenity, peacefulness and feeling
of calmness about life.
Finally, I've chosen three miniature structures to
incorporate my thesis.
(Figure VI) I find that they are
the embrionic stages of my work in this new-found freedom.
They represent the beginnings
of new life. As you would
find in nature, the beginnings of new life of a flower, the
24
bulb or the seeds, fall from the trees onto the ground,
imbed themselves into the earth and become the energy
force for life in the springtime. So it is with my
miniatures--they are the beginnings of new ideas. They
are the exercise that I must go through to create my
larger forms. The draftsman would probably say they are
the sketches for large elements. They are preliminary
drawings or ideas in small scale but they have the energy
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CONCLUSION
In the pre-natal stage of life, I wonder how much
has been decided for us. Albert Rosenfeld, in his article,
says we are a child-centered society. In the Saturday
Review, August 7, 1976, he asks this very question, "How
much is decided for us irrevocably and forever before we
are on hand to be consulted and how much are we doomed in
advance to poor schooling, low self-esteem, low economic
status, and lifelong handcuffs of every variety.
"3 I have
asked this question of myself as to how much my beginnings
really have influenced me as an artist, but I can't give
a direct answer. As I have brought out, there is no one
solution or one way of thinking, and I can't do a great
deal of tea leaf reading as to what it would have been like
if I did not have the experiences with my parents or my
other beginnings. I can make assumptions, and assumptions
are not criteria for giving a scientific answer. I can
state my emotional
outlook and give a resume of my beginnings
so that I have some sort of chronological order as to the
steps I have taken and the personal ways in which I handled
my
experiences. There are some traits I have that my parents
had certain gestures, certain
thoughts. There are physical
3Albert Rosenfeld, "Who Says We're A Child-Centered




ways in which I resemble my parents. There are certain
behavioral patterns that I have had to change in myself
which I felt were best to change for myself, but the be
ginnings of these behavioral patterns were similar to those
of my parents. Many people begin by adopting and inter
nalizing the patterns of their parents and then change the
patterns when they find themselves uncomfortable and dis
satisfied. I have concluded that every one, no matter
what their heritage, may be in the beginning of life, and
they have the ability to change their circumstances. It
is normal for all of us to want something a little better
than what our parents or our guardians had, but it is also
very important that we teach children that they are
individuals and that they have feelings that are different.
I have recognized all of these factors in my teaching of
children and through my art work I have understood this
more clearly. I have understood the development of qualities
in a child much clearer as I perform my own art work. I
have been able to find many of my beginnings , and have made
many assumptions which may be
correct or may not be, but
I have made a statement. I've allowed myself to investigate
who I was and who I am. I've tried to stimulate other
people's thinking by creating my work, showing a story of
life, a story through a visual form.
It proves that we
all are free and that we all have to investigate why we are
free or unchained, why we are able to fly and feel the breeze
and have the thought of freedom and why we have also the
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locked up, chained up feelings that we have and why they
are there. We must try to do something about both degrees
of life, chained and unchained, and to think deeply to
find a way of clarifying our existence. May it be poetry,
writing, architecture, housecleaning , or other endeavors,
but we must use our special talents to find out why, for
I believe that it is important for us all to know why, so
that we function better. I believe that we are all a part
of a whole, and the energy forces that we create keep the
universe in a healthy rotation.
That brings me to another conclusion. One does
not have to be a sculptor or a painter. An artist can be
talented in many media. At this moment I use fiber
sculptural constructions to express myself. The technology
of this art is not the major concern. What is important is
that I am trying to put in visual form what is inside of
me. The technology and the technical points that I have
to use to create these will come, but first the most im
portant aspect is how and why I feel the way I do, and why
and how I accomplish this in my forms and in my structures.
Walter Nottingham states a similar viewpoint.
The technical means for me are always secondary.
My concern is in the search
for the forms of things
unknown, not to make
the visible seen but the un
seen visible. . .The energy force of the objects.
The atmosphere or the mystic aura is the main




position that I am in at the moment. It is a
present. It is the moment in time that my work
shows. As I develop from each day to each day,
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I find that a piece of work is part of the past,
and I am interested mostly In my present--who I
am, what I am, at the moment. Tomorrow is
another sequence. That is not for me to judge
yet. But it is today, this very moment that my
art work represents. My present work is a
culmination of the past days, of the beginning
of my life, my pre-natal life from that moment
of conception to now. I do not however, con
sciously look at those aspects, but subconsciously
they are always in my work. And I do not
investigate them and ponder over the subconscious
because I feel that becomes futile. 4
Because the present is the most important aspect
of my work, this thesis is the representation of a life
that has come to various conclusions which are temporary,
and I leave myself free now to be able to change my
thoughts from one moment to another. I now have confidence
to be able to say that life changes moment to moment, and
I hold and plan no new beginnings without the present in
mind .
^Walter Nottingham, personal letter.
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